88              AFTER    THESE     MANY    QUESTS
But as I clasped an anxious head on that clammy morning in October, 1924, the questions racing through it were: Who is Mumtaz Begum? What does she look like? What is her story? One thing was glaringly obvious. Superhuman efforts were indicated to redeem my unfortunate lack of interest on the previous night. I hardly needed the exhortations of Low or those of the genial and nippy little editor of the Illustrated Weekly, a golden-hearted man named Perry.
Yanking out my Triumph motor-cycle, I chased from one end of Bombay to the other, interviewed some of the officers concerned at the Taj Mahal Hotel and penetrated into St. George's Hospital to talk to Saegert. I even had the impudence to enter the hospital where Mumtaz Begum was being treated, and, with the permission of the Sister, to approach her bedside. Bandages round her head concealed an ugly circular knife wound which her assailants had made. It might have been an accident, but it looked like a deliberate attempt to disfigure her, possibly even to cut an eye out.
On Western standards I could not describe Mumtaz as a beauty by any stretch of imagination, even allowing for the distressing circumstances in which I saw her. Her complexion was that lighter shade of brown, with a yellowish tinge, which indicated that she came from the north. She was, I believe, a Punjabi, and also a Muslim, whereas the Maharajah Holkar was a Hindu. Normally Mumtaz should have been in purdah and worn a veil over face, with a kind of grid to peer through slightly reminiscent of a knightly visor.
In the hospital ward her broad flat features were exposed to the world and wore an expression of alarm and distaste as I approached in what I conceived to be rny best bedside manner. My interview then collapsed, for she did not speak a single word of English. I knew enough Urdu to comprehend that she was saying "I do not understand you." Then I retired baffled but in good order. I suppose the European equivalent would be surprising somebody in her bath.
However, I realised that if I had had a camera I might have secured an exclusive picture of the " mysterious oriental beauty" who was the woman in this sensational case. So